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world should believe it.' Mr. M'Queen made no answer to this1. Dr. Johnson proceeded. ' I look upon M'Pherson's Fingal to be as gross an imposition as ever the world was troubled with. Had it been really an ancient work, a true specimen how men thought at that time, it would have been a curiosity of the first rate. As a modern production, it is nothing.' He said, he could never get the meaning of an Erse song explained to him". They told him, the chorus was generally unmeaning. ' I take it, (said he,) Erse songs are like a song which I remember: it was composed in Queen Elizabeth's time, on the Earl of Essex: and the burthen was
" Raclaratoo, radarate, radara tadara tanclore.'"
' But surely,' said Mr. M'Queen, ' there were words to it, which had meaning.' Joi-lNSON. ' Why, yes, Sir; I recollect a stanza, and you shall have it:—
" O! then bespoke the prentices all, Living in London, both proper and tali, For Essex's sake they would fight all.
Raclaratoo, radavate, radara, tadara, tandore3."'
1 ' I asked a very learned minister in Sky, who had used all arts to make me believe the genuineness of the book, whether at last he believed it himself; but lie would not answer. He wished me to be deceived for the honour of his country; but would not directly and formally deceive me. Yet has this man's testimony been publickly produced, as of one that held Fingal to be the work of Ossian.' Johnson's Works, ix. 115.
* A young lady had sung to him an Erse song. He asked her, 1 What is that about ? I question if she conceived that I did not understand it. For the entertainment of the company, said she. But, Madam, what is the meaning of it? It is a love song. This was all the intelligence that I could obtain; nor have I been able to procure the translation of a single line of Erse.' Piozzi Letters, i. 146. See post. Oct. 16.
' This droll quotation, I have since found, was from a song in honour of the Earl of Essex, called Queen Elizabeth's Champion, which is preserved in a collection of Old Ballads, in three volumes, published in London in different years, between 1720 and 1730. The full verse is as follows:—
When, i. 307, 311.
